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Blank. That gallant officer rejoiced in a
long and scanty moustache, which up to
the moment of the Mutiny had retained
the glossy black of youth. A few days
afterwards, an officer who met me asked
me if I had observed the terrible effect
which late events had evidently wrought
on the Colonel. "Poor fellow!" said
he, " his hair has turned perfectly white!"
My irreverent laughter amazed and
shocked him. He little knew that the
blanching of the old gentleman's mous-
tache was due to his not having had the
time or the presence of mind to bring
with him in his hurried flight from the
mutineers his trusty bottle of hair-dye.
A very few nights after the Generals
and other officers had taken up their
quarters in the barrack already mention-
ed, they suffered from a scare which, if
it did not whiten, their hair, might easily
have proved a very serious matter to its
innocent cause. This was how it hap-
pened. It must be premised that a
row of beds lined each wall of the long
barrack-room, each bed ^ containing a